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elephant-goad (ankusa], and mounted on the white elephant. It was
his victory over the serpents Ahi and Yritra, ravishers of the clouds
and demons of drought, that restored the fertilizing rains to the
parched earth: " Indra with his thunderbolt hath smitten Ahi," sings
the Vedic hymn. " He hath poured forth the waters upon the earth and
loosed the torrents of the celestial mountains. He hath smitten Ahi, and
the waters, like cows running towards their byre, are returning to the
river." And elsewhere, addressing the sacred Gangetic rivers, the poet
cries: " Indra hath granted unto you the rushing movement that ye
did desire, and ye advance towards the great reservoir as though
borne on a car; side by side, rolling your swollen waters, each of
you, 0 beautiful ones, doth address the other. ... I will proclaim
for ever the great feat of Indra; he hath cloven the serpent in twain,
his lightning hath burst the dikes, and the waters have poured down,
eager for flight!"
Among the companions of Indra should be mentioned the Maruts
and Rudra, gods of the whirlwind and dispensers of rain: " The
Maruts press the clouds like a breast, they milk them amid the roar
of the thunderbolt. . . . Like wild elephants they uproot the for-
ests when their ruddy steeds are harnessed to their chariot" And in
another passage: "The bellowing bull of the flood pours forth the
seed of life to the plants. He blasts both trees and demons; the uni-
verse trembles beneath his Jifcfoic arm, and the innocent man shud-
ders as the roaring giant suites the sinners. As the horses bound be-
neath the whip which guides them, lo, his, moist messengers announce
his coming, and he is heard afar off* like the roaring of a lion, as the
god takes form in the rain-bearing cloud. The winds rush forth, the
lightnings fly, the plants upraise their heads, the sky is swollen.
Abundance pours forth for all living creatures when the god sheds
his sap upon the earth. . . . Roar, 0 god, thunder and engender
life, drive across the heavens in thy chariot heavy with downpours,
drawing the open water-skin whose mouth is hanging over us, level